


















































As: 


| A SeRiVnKive 
ViOvVET 





; 


, 




















—_ 



































ee 
} 


INCREASE YOUR VOCABULARY 


Emulate Lincoln, Roosevelt and Will Rogers. 
Have the correct word, phrase or story ready 
when you want to make your meaning clear. 

JupceE, ‘“The World's Wittiest Weekly,” will 


develop your latent powers of expression. 


~ 


Whet your cerebellum on the word 


uxorious (uk-sd+ri-us) adj: foolishly or excessively 


fond of a wife; foolishly submissive to a wife. 


Any man will object to being called “henpecked” but 
if you should refer to the poor simp as being an 
“uxorious husband” he would probably try to puff out 
his 32 inch chest and wheeze “You said it.” 


Each week JUDGE is chock-full of quips, 
jokes and stories, that will not only give 
you many a hearty laugh, but will help 
you to express your real thoughts. 






JUDGE 
627 West 43d Street, 
New York. 


If you would increase and improve your 
vocabulary, and your reputation for re- 
partee, fill in and mail the coupon and you 
may JUDGE for yourself. 


JUDGE 


627 West 43d Street 
: New York 


Let me have JUDGE for— 
10-Weeks for........ $1.00 
21-Weeks for........ 2.00 

SOR GOR vcccaccaa Se 


I'm enclosing the money. 
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'Tue Prince of Wales has been 
awarded the first honorary 
diploma of the Society of Apothe- 
caries, and is now licensed to practice 
medicine and surgery. During the 
polo season this should save His 
toval Highness a tidy little sum. 


free the Sunday evening radio hour 

one tunes in at a quarter past 
nine and the superb treat is all over 
\twater past Kent. 





**LIFE LISERTY 


AND THE 


Tew York, we understand, is to 
** have a new restaurant named 
the Ali Babi. The management, 
however, wishes to announce that 
they will have fifty waiters instead of 
forty. 


Krad 


Cuicaco cashier recently pre- 

vented a hold-up by hitting the 
would-be bandit over the head with 
a telephone directory. It seems that 
after all there is a use for everything. 


- 


HAS 


(re consoling thought is that for 

every British made movie that 
comes to this country, 800 American 
made ones are sent right back at 
them. 








PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS’ 


JUDGE 


A Norner shower of pebbles and 
= stones is reported to have fallen 
in Central Mexico. The latest theory 
regarding this phenomena is_ that 
some place near the American border 
a determined golfer is trying to get 
out of a sand trap. 


Bostostass who desire to indulge 

in a little mental stimulus now 
have to be very careful about Men- 
ken a disturbance of the peace. 


“It’s tag day for the gouty Armenians; Mr. McCronigle, the well-known hold wp, is letting me 
cover his route for a nominal ‘take off’! 


” 









































The Diver 

] 4s sitting on the beach. The 

waves, like tongues of baby 
kittens, lapped the stones at my 
feet. Tiny waves, mere ripples on 
a great ocean. The sea far out was 
as calm as a bobbed-haired bandit 
robbing a delicatessen store. The 
shimmer of the sun on the glassy 
sea was beautiful and I was soon 
lost in reverie. 

All at once bubbles appeared about 
thirty feet from the shore, and soon a 
diver in a diver’s suit came to the 
surface. I did not know that diving 
operations were going on in those 
waters, so 1 approached the diver 
who was by this time unfastening the 
headpiece. It was soon lifted and I 
beheld a beautiful girl with golden 


No more arguments. curls. ‘Thank heaven, I’m ashore at 


One for the Cookbook 

When grapefruit is cut up 
And eaten like pie, 

You get more in your mouth, 
And less in your eye. 


Rest 


“To-morrow is a holiday,” pro- 
claimed the calendar. 

Whereupon all the people in the 
city rushed to the country and all 
the people in the country rushed to 
the city. 


Loving Couples 
They're Seen Together So Much! 


H™: Hey. 


There, there. 
Well, well. 
Come, come. 
Dear, dear. 
Walla Walla. 
Ha, ha! 
Tut, tut. 
My, my! 
So-so. 
Here, here! 
Hark, hark. 
Sh-sh—. 
Put-put. 
Chow chow. 
Yes, yes. 
No, no. 

Wayne G. Haisley 


last,” she cried, “I just walked back 
from a submarine ride.” 
Nate Collier 





: - és 

~2- Drink 2 4 get, but Ss 
Don’t drink 2 X S. 

JUDGE pays $5 for each one printed. 
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“But, I can’t see a thing in this hat.” 
“Madame, when you wear our hats you're supposed to have seen 
everything.” 
































The Motorist’s Idea of 


Heaven cael ane A ye 
“You are now entering heaven, ex ary ( \?., J 
formerly the home of many “A Se GQ 44 deca , = 
prominent people, but now the big- ; 8300.59 0.G pasf =| 


gest harp manufacturing community 
m the globe” .. . “Boats to Hire 
Three Miles Ahead. Ask for Cap- 
tain Noah” . . . “Rosenbaum’s Angel 
Cake, Makes Your Mouth Water” 
... “Shakespeare’s Garage. Wings 
Thoroughly Overhauled, Greased, 
Lubricated. Carbon Removed Fifty 
Cents a Wing”. . . “Genuine Snake 
Oil Will Heal That Rheumatism. 
Made Only by St. Patrick from Con- 
tented Snakes” . . ““Miinchhausen’s 
Gasoline” . . . “Turn Right for the 
Julius Caesar Tea Room. Strictly 
Roman Cooking. Fiddling by Nero” 

. “Eat Eve’s Apples, the Best Eden 
Apples You Can Buy”. . . “Detour 
Road Under Construction. Take 
Hades Turnpike * 








Hugh Wood 


FUNNYBOMES. 


Jack Dempsey’s motto seems to be: 
Before fighting count up to one 
hundred—years. 






























The home run. 






























Uudge poys $5 for each one printed Well-Known Babies 
7essir, that’s my—! 
Rockabye 
- mine. 
Hello, mah _ 
Bunting. 
Oos — is 00? 
I wonder where my - is to- 
night? Nate Collier 
The girl hiker attempts to leap a brook 
‘i WR SAAS 
rad =~ CIN Give a sentence withthe word A ~% 


Sore Throat” 

“She picked 
up a brick and I 
sore throat.” 






Beeause of daylight saving, it 
starts raining an hour earlier than it 
used to. 


but true to her sex 


Pat iad 


“What’s worse than splitting 
rails?” 

“Splitting infinitives?” 
she changes her mind and turns back. “No, splitting headaches.” 


















































“NICE DOGGIE!” 
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Big Scandal 

**DaSKET BALL players must wear 
long trunks below knees, stock- 
ings that extend above knees, and 

jerseys with full length sleeves.” 

Edict of a Kansas School Board. 
The box- 
ing match between Kid Slush and 
Soft Boiled Sam was brought to an 


Associated Press, 1935. 


abrupt ending when one of the 


boxers ripped off his opponent's 
smock. 
maidenly 
fainted. 
Captain Omigoodness of the Goodi- 
Tiddle-dee-winks 


Team was arrested for appearing 


Several women, whose 


modesty was shocked, 


goodi College 
at the game without the customary 
goloshes. 

In a recent swimming tournament 
a contestant lost his heavy winter 
overcoat during a race. He was 
immediately disqualified. Reverend 
Soft Drinks, when granted an inter- 
view, stated that “it is perfectly 
atrocious how the girlish imnocence 
of our young womanhood is being 
debauched. What is the younger 
generation coming to?” 
Lawson Paynter 


JUDGE Nominates for the 
Hall of Fame 





LUCREZIA BORGIA 


B" AUSE she contrived to make 

even an afternoon tea in 
teresting; because she originated 
the phrase: “Name your poison”; 
because, though not one of them, 
she managed to make her maiden 
name more notorious than any of 
the Lucy Stone Leaguers; be 
cause more men fell for her than 
for Helen of Troyv—and when 


they fell, they didn’t get up again; | 


but most of all because she 


achieved to what, if we can judge | 


from the lips of our fellow men, is 
the greatest desideratum of 
modern times: she got away with 


murder. 


a —— 











The first and only public appearance of Mr. Brown's new watchdog. 











Gray Hairs a Plenty 
Coming 


“T's that voungest son of mine,” 
said Prandler, his voice shaking 

“He's 

I cannot seem to do any 

Horrible. Hor- 

He shuddered. 

“As I recall it, he’s the boy who 


wrecked your $10,000) car in’ the 


with a deep sense of tragedy. 
killing me. 
thing with him. 
rible!” 


spring, isn't he?’ asked Posty. 
“Oh, that was nothing. Anyone 
might have had that happen.” 
“Wasn't he fired from college?” 
“Oh, ves. Still that didn’t mat 
ter. These colleges of ours are get 
ting worse and worse every day.” 
“Didn't he run off with some flap 
per or something of that sort?” 
“Yes, but that was all right. I 
fixed it up without much trouble 
youth calls to vouth you know.” 
“Well, what has he been doing 
now?” 
“Don't! 
of it. 


peach of a cravat—%6 


Makes me crazy to think 
Last night I brought home a 
he wore it 
off this morning before I got up.” 
Thomas L. Masson 
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My Ups and Downs 


| ENTERED the forty-seven story 

Gargantuan Building in New 
York the other day and after walk- 
ing through the marble corridor, 
gazed at the index. There it was: 
“Achilles Heel Company, twenty- 
third floor.” 

I approached the first group of 
elevators and walked confidently 
into number three. “Twenty-third 
floor!’ I shouted and gazed benignly 
at the operator. 

“Dis car makes no stops below de 
toitieth flawr!”’ he sarcastically an- 
swered, “‘can’t youse guys read In- 
galish?”” 

I stepped hurriedly out and across 
the corridor. An illuminated sign 
above the elevatorson this sidemerely 
read: “Local twenty-fifth-fortieth.” 
Without a moment’s hesitation, I 
darted in, just as the operator 
slammed the gate. ‘““I'wenty-third 
floor!’ I bellowed. The car was 
brought to a sudden, jolting stop and 
the operator turned to me. 

“Say, bo, dis car don’t make no 
stops below de twenty-fifth flawr. 
Can’t yuh read? Wait an’ I'll take 
yuh down again.” 

Back in the lobby, I rushed for the 
rear elevators and read the sign above 
them: ““Express— all floors.” 

“Twenty-third floor!” I shrieked, 
rushing in. 

“Dis car don’t make no stops above 
de tenth floor,” answered the ag- 
grieved operator. “It’s a wonder 
vouse guys don’t bring a nurse along 
to take care.of yuh.” 

Again I limped out and tried an- 
other battery of cars, above which 
there was no sign. I staggered into 
the first elevator and faintly whis- 
pered, “Twenty-third floor, please.” 

“Dis car don’t make no stops at 
all,” answered the youth, “we goes 
right up to de club on de top floor. 
All aboard.” 

Feeble, faint and winded, I crawled 
out and approached the only other 
battery of cars left in the lobby. 
“In the name of all you hold dear,” 
I begged of the operator, “take me 
to the twenty-third floor.” 

“Dis car don’t make no stops be- 
tween de ninth and twenty-fourth 
floors,” indignantly answered the 
operator. “Don’t bodder me_ no 
more. I gotta be goin’.” 

Then I went back to my office and 
called them on the telephone. 


Hugh Wood 














Motor SaLesMaAN—And now, madame, I will show you how to put 
it in reverse. 


THAT SECOND-HAND CAR. 





Well, Mary, this morning— 





and now it’s— 








I paid the last installment on this car 





ours! 
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New expressions have been coming 
in thick and fast this past week ..... 
it’s a curious thing..... don’t think 
I've heard anything worth mention- 
ing for the past six months and then 
suddenly I hear three or four new 
remarks and hear the same ones 
pulled by several different 
cud cient it’s like the 
Charleston” 


people 
“origin of the 
joke that’s going the 


rounds..... the first one I heard was 
pulled by a dazzling young flapper 
ea she referred to another girl 


as a “hairpin” and when I asked her 
politely what that meant she snapped 
‘a back number!” 
later I mentioned to another young 
“feminist” what the dazzling young 
flapper had said about the party of 
the first part and she retorted, “Oh, 
all that ‘flamp’ thinks about is 
‘swinging’ ” ..... I tried to look 
very cagey and laughed knowingly, 
but when I got a chance I rushed 
back to the dazzling young flapper 
and asked her what it all meant ..... 
“a ‘flamp’ .is a half flapper, half 
vamp,” she murmured, “‘and ‘swing- 
ing’ is petting!” ..... and that’s 
that! 


bh 


Got a nice new autographed copy 
of “Nize Baby,” from Milt Gross, our 
demon artist and gag man, the other 
day, and took it home and read it 
aloud to my kid sister... .. outside 
of a dislocated jaw from reading the 
darn thing and a couple of sprained 
ribs from laughing, we spent a dandy 
evening. ..... So, Milt! Sotch a 
hook what you’ve ridden! It’s a 
' 


sockeess! 


<—h— 


Speaking of books, I think I'll 
follow the usual custom of the 


4 HIGH HAT ..: 


and list here the 
books which I’ve enjoyed most ..... 
“American Tragedy,” “The Black 
Flemings,” “No More Parades,” 
“Pig Iron,” “Gentlemen Prefer 
Blondes” and “Cover Charge.”.... . 
I'll probably get an awful razzing for 
listing the last one, but that’s my 
story and I'll stick to it! I notice 
that George Nathan, the theatrical 
critic, is still passing nasty cracks 
liking “The Wisdom 
TO kee I’m just waiting, that’s 
all, until some show comes along 
that he likes! Just waiting, that’s 
all. If I live long enough I'll get 


even! 


book reviewers 


about my 


—h— 


We note with great expectancy 
that Sir Charles Higham, a British 
advertising man, has brought over 
to this arid country a new drink 
which he claims has a real kick and 
no following headache ..... it is 
made solely of black tea... ... I'm 
going right home and bottle some 
to-night and will let you know the 
results next week. ..... 


bt - 


And speaking of drinks, have you 
seen the new Pogostick cocktail 
shakers? ..... at a recent party the 
host came bounding in on a pogo 
stick to the end of which was at- 
tached a shaker! ..... rather start- 
ling to say the least... .. 


ro aed 


The Six Best “Steppers:” 

“The Blue Room” (The Girl 
Friend). 

“The Girl Friend (The Girl Friend). 

“After [Sav I’m Sorry” (No show). 


“Whistle Away Your Blues” 
(Greenwich Follies). 
“A Girl in Your Arms” (Sweet- 


heart Time). 
“No Fooling” (Palm Beach Nights). 





“Reckless Wives” 


office 


noon and = was 


Brmpr left his 

promptly at 
strolling along Forty-second street 
when he happened to glance in the 
open door of a telegraph office. Some- 
thing he saw in there brought him 
That something was a 
hat, and under the hat was Peter 
Bimpf’s wife. 


up short. 


She was evidently sending a tele 
gram, her back was toward the street. 
So Peter entered unobserved and was 
about to surprise his wife with a tap 
on the shoulder when the message 
she was writing caught his eve. It 
was addressed to Mr. Rudolf Van 
Houghton, Windsmere Apartments, 
Asheville, N.C. 

Bimpf’s arm paused in its descent. 
Fascinated he watched her write on: 
“Dearest, will meet you Thursday 
noon, Biltmore lobby, love and 
kisses.” 

Not until she had signed her name 
did Bimpf Then, 
trembling hand, he caught her arm. 
“Ethel,” he cried. 
what you're doing? 


move. with a 
“Do you realize 
Do you want to 
ruin me? Don’t send it, Ethel, for 
God's sake don’t!” 

“Peter!” 
Peter!” 

“IT know I should have told you. 
I truly intended to and I really don’t 


gasped Ethel. “Oh, 


care the tiniest bit about Rudolf, 
but 

“Rudolf be damned!” shouted 
Peter. “How many times must I 


tell you that every word over ten 


costs extra, and here you've written 
Jack Shuttleworth 


eleven again!’ 
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SOME OUTDOOR GAL: 


“Ts this a fair?” said a stranger, 
stopping in front of a place u here a 
festival was be ing held and addressing 


seraee 
‘ 






=> 
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a citizen. 

“Well,” replic d the citizen, “they 
call it fair, but they take everybody in.” 
The laughter was general. 
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MoonsHINER’s Wi 


Why I Use the Subway 


ECAUSE it gives me about two 
hours a day less time to spend 
around home and wife; because I like 
to form the close contacts which the 
subway gives one with his fellow- 
citizens; because it gives me an ex- 
cuse for being late at the office in 
the morning; because I love to hear 
the roar of the turnsti es and see my 
nickel magnified to twice its normal 
size; because it gives me an oppor- 
tunity to stand on some one else’s 
feet for a few hours each day; be- 
cause I enjoy the homelike atmos- 
phere of the trains; and finally, 
because I’m one of the few million 
fortunate people who exist in New 
York and have to live in the subway. 
Yours for bigger and better gum 
machines and a safe journey to you 


all. Col. O. F. Korn 
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She married beneath her station. 
sae 


A second cousin is a distant rela- 
tive. So is a second husband some- 
times. 








Go right back out thar an’ wipe off yore shoes! 


Bird Calls 


HE gray honk with the 
coming of fall, 
And when it gets hot the cardinals 


call, 
And when it gets cold the chickadees 


geese 


sing; 

But the bird that heralds the news of 
spring 

Is the bird next door who calls at 
dawn, 

And borrows my lawn-mower to cut 
his damn lawn. J. 8. 

ed 


“At the end of the bout,” predicted 
the sports writer, “both men will 
know they’ve been in a fight.” 

One of 
He was uncon- 


He was wrong, though. 
them didn’t know it. 
scious. 
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The comic strip husband plans a rebellion. 
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CS SP REET FSO PT oe: 


Verb. Sap. 


RECENT dispatch from Portland, Ore., announces the 
A formation of the Dry Legion of America. According 
to its founders, “this movement is entirely new and 
separate from the Anti-Saloon League or any other existing 
enforcement organization and proposes to do—in a digni- 
fied and courageous manner—the things the others are 
not equipped to do. . . . Every community will have an 
active, militant, self-governed local unit for law enforce- 
ment. i 
Between the lines of this announcement we seem to 
sense the projection of a national spy system, with volun- 
teer dry informers in every, so far, peaceful neighborhood. 
This suspicion is greatly strengthened by the further official 
information that “when the idea is financed on a large 
scale (sic) some nationally known character like Smedley 
D. Butler will be asked to become permanent general.” 
Ladies and gentlemen, be very careful hereafter whom 
you invite to dinner. 


The Struggle for Control 


or the present the Rev. Clarence True Wilson, secre- 

tary of the Methodist Board of Temperance, Prohibi- 
tion and Public Morals, is acting as president of the 
Dry Legion. This fact appears somewhat at variance 
with the statement that “‘this movement is entirely new 
and separate from the Anti-Saloon League or any other 
existing enforcement organization.” But perhaps we 
ought to expect these interlocking directorates in the 
business of reform, especially when there is the prospect 
of it’s being “financed on a large scale.” 

There is an interesting explanation of this particular 
tie-up in something the Washington correspondent of the 
New York World recently wrote his paper. “The In- 
visible Empire,” he wrote, “is trying to take over the 
Prohibition issue to make up for its recent losses due 
to schisms in Indiana, Colorado and other States. It 
would like to supplant the Anti-Saloon League as well as 
the Methodist Board of Temperance and Public Morals 
in control of the campaign against the modification of the 
Volstead Act. These organizations are aware of the 
ambitions of the Klan...” 

And to checkmate them are starting a rival Klan of 
their own, apparently. You will notice that this rival 
Klan proposes to go about its business in a “dignified and 
courageous manner.” This is a slap at the Ku Klux and 
its nightgowns. It is the idea of the Dry Legion that 
informing on one’s host and spying on one’s neighbors 
should be done in a gentlemanly way. 











Editor, Norman Anthony. Associate Editors, William Morris Houghton, William Edgar Fisher, Phil Rosa. Dramatic Editor, George Jean Nathan 


Knockout! Knockout! 
TH Klan, it appears, is “backing William H. Anderson 


in his demands for rehabilitation and vindication,” 
which means that it would like to see him supplant Wayne 
B. Wheeler as the fountain head of the dry cause and the 
magnet for dry contributions. It doesn’t exactly sadden 
us, this clash of personal and corporate ambitions that 
seems to be splitting the militant forces of the uplift. 
For one thing, there is the prospect that in more than one 
community the local unit of the Dry Legion and the local 
klavern of the Klan will be so busy watching each other 
that they will forget to check up on the rest of us. Then 
there is always the hope that some fine day Mr. Wheeler 
and Mr. Anderson will be discovered in a death grip. 

By the way, Mr. Wheeler’s “Inside Story of Prohibi- 
tion’s Adoption,” with its revelations of the Anti-Saloon 
League’s persistent and all-pervasive political activities 
during its entire life, printed recently in the New York 
Times, throws a curious light on Mr. Anderson's testimony 
under oath three years ago that the Anti-Saloon League 
was an educational, not a political, body. He must have 
got his facts as well as his money from John T. King. 


Who Called Them Rah Rah’s? 


[* principle the recommendation of the Student Council 

at Harvard that the University be subdivided into 
colleges on the Oxford model strikes us as excellent. 
Harvard is far from being the largest university in the 
land, but recently it has had to limit its freshman class 
to 1,000. One thousand students are not a college, they're 
a mob, and in this case they form only one of four classes 
in the undergraduate unit. With units like this to deal 
with little wonder that our colleges have become factories, 
turning out graduates like Fords. There is no other way 
to handle a mob than by suppressing the individual. 

If Harvard were divided into colleges numbering about 
300 students apiece, individuality would get a chance to 
assert itself once more. Instruction would become per- 
sonal, and intramural sports the main athletic activity. 
All without loss of the advantages of the larger center. 

But why don’t suggestions as good as this come from 
faculties? Of late, at least, all the new ideas, all the sug 
gested solutions, all the ferment of rebellion against goose- 
stepping conventions and sacred cows, affecting academic 
life in this country, have come from the students. Why 
worry about a younger generation that shows more 
intellectual and moral vitality than the whole procession 
of dodoes that has preceded it since the Civil War? 

W.M. H. 
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The City Editor at Home 


“Hyoseanp charges that serious 

shortage exists in sugar 
supply,” the city editor observed, as 
he sat down to dinner and found the 
sugar bowl empty. 

“Probes in sugar situation begun,” 
his wife answered, going to the 
pantry. 

“Sugar stolen, belief,” the city 
editor continued. 

“Discoveries point toward sugar 
theft,” his wife stated, exhibiting an 
empty jar. 

“War declared on sugar thieves,” 
the city editor announced. 

“Arrests may follow sugar probes,” 
his wife said. 

“No clues in sugar theft,” the city 
editor stated. 

“Boy’s fingerprints in sugar mys- 
tery,” his wife discovered. 

“Name Harold, junior, as sugar 
theft suspect,” the city editor said. 

“Practice of naming Harold as 
alleged thief flayed,” Harold chimed 
in. 

“Sugar shortage mystery solved,” 
the city editor’s wife suddenly an- 
nounced. “Husband gets blame 
when supply used for home-brew.” 

“Nearest grocery objective in dash 
for sugar,” the city editor declared. 

“Dad nabs hat, departs,’’ Harold 
remarked. Allan R. Bosworth 





Reveter—Look, Susan—I broughtcha useful present—a hic—parrot. 


“You fool! Will it talk?” 


“No, but itsh a darn good lis’ner.” 
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’Tis keen-cutting sorrow we feel for 


Who swallowed his knife at an 
informal dinner. 
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First Marve Guive—Hear ye’re mighty prosperous lately, Eph. 
What ye doin’ that’s so profitable? 
“Hi jackin’ fishermen.” 


Story With a Moral 


[*™ sitting uncomfortably in a 

barrel half full of molasses on the 
brink of a precipice 3,000 feet high 
as I write these words. Can you 
picture me sitting here with molasses 
in my eyes, on my nose and in my 
hair? I really don’t look very nice 
but then I don’t care, there is no one 
here to see me. At least I don’t see 
anybody just now. I cannot get out 
of the barrel for the minute I move 
it topples back and forth right on 
the brink of eternity. I really don’t 
care to topple back and forth on the 
brink of eternity; especially with 
molasses in my hair. 

How I got here is a long story, 
much too long to tell in a few words, 
and as my vocabulary isquitelimited, 
like an express train, I couldn’t tell 
it if I tried, and besides it probably 
wouldn’t interest you anyway; but 
if at any time you are in this neigh- 
borhood and see a man sitting in a 
molasses barrel on the brink of a 
3,000 foot precipice you'll know it’s 
me: If you don’t see anybody in a 
molasses barrel sitting on the brink 
of a 3,000 foot precipice you'll know 
that I toppled once too often. 

Moral—Keep out of molasses 
barrels. Nate Collier 
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“I’m going down to the doctor’s to see about my liver.” 
“Stop at the garage on the way back and see about your lights.” 


Why Are Funny Inventions Funny? 
by Don Herold 


ERGSON says that anything that 
B suddenly reveals us as mechan- 
ical is particularly amusing to 

us. 

(This is going to be rather serious.) 

Thus we laugh when a man trips, 
because it interrupts his walking 
rhythm and reveals him as a walking 
machine. It might well make us sad 
to see one of our fellow creatures thus 
exposed as a walking machine, and 
therefore all of us similarly exposed 
as walking machines, but, instead, 
it makes us laugh. 

The human sense of humor is es- 
pecially keen and sensitive to things 
mechanical. In fact, this is why we 
have a sense of humor, if any. 

Man is essentially an infinite soul 
contending with and depending upon 
finite mechanisms. He is forever 
havin? trouble with his teeth, knee 
joints, heart valves, sinuses, and 
liver. He dreams of a hereafter when 
he shall be rid of all these Ford-like 
accessories. (It was only cruder con- 
cepts of the hereafter which included 
wings, harps, robes, etc. Now we 
know we don’t want to be bothered 
with such contrivances.) 

(I am going to close and start the 
auction in just a minute.) 

Now nature is sympathetic with 
our predicament. She says: “I know 
you are a bundle of mechanical and 
chemical tricks. So I will give you a 
sense of humor quite alive to any- 


thing mechanical. This will help 
you get through.” 

This is why funny inventions are 
funny. 

The truth is that unfunny inven- 
tions are funny, too. Imagine the 
giggles in the first passenger elevator. 
We know the first railroad train was 
greeted not only with horse runaways 
but with horse laughs. Electric lights 
are funny, and so are escalators, 
ocean steamers, telephones, the radio, 

(Continued on page 28) 






A Love Story 


Mas": many years ago a young 
‘ man named Edward and a 
young girl named Dorothea lived in 
a small New England town. Doro- 
thea was a beautiful maid, with eyes 
of deepest blue, hair of spun gold, 
even rows of white teeth, and the 
soft pink and white complexion of a 
baby. She was a vision, an angel 
sent down to gladden the hearts of all 
who were fortunate enough to gaze 
on her beauty. 

Of course, Edward was deeply in 
love with her. He was with her at 
every possible opportunity, and he 
longed to make her his wife. But she 
gave him very little encouragement 
and he grew more and more despon- 
dent. Without her life would not be 
worth living, and he knew a refusal 
from her would kill him. 

He proposed to Dorothea and told 
her that if she did not accept him he 
would surely die. But she flatly 
refused him. 

Fifty years later he died. 

Ted Osborne 


Rieti 


Many a fellow who has medals on 
his chest has scars on his back. 


AZZIE C ) IABELS 


If you're one of us—shake! 





WE cuPE Haik-LIP! 


Said one lad to another: “The guy who lives next door to me is building 
a hill in his back yard,” and the other lad retorted: “‘What, Oxtail, are you 


letting him put up a bluff like that’? 





He was quite a wag. 









































veRY time the gentlemen who 

pursue the art of journalistic 

moving picture criticism wish 
to deliver a dismaying blow to the 
gentlemen who strangely hold that 
the Guild Theater, for example, is 
a source of somewhat greater pleas- 
ure to the civilized adult than one of 
Marcus Loew’s cinema _ hash-houses, 
they point with a rich glee to some 
such play as “The Half-Caste” and 
demand in a loud voice where the 
latter gents now get off. All of 
which tickles the Ignatz Goldfishes of 
the movies immensely. And all of 
which brings the rest of us to specu- 
late why some one has never thought 
up the equally crushing argument 
that, because there are plaster-of- 
Paris busts of Theodore Roosevelt, 
Michelangelo’s “Slave,” isn’t much 
better than a sidewalk artist’s draw- 
ing of a sunset in varied-colored 
chalk. 

“The Half-Caste,” true enough, 
is terrible stuff. It will doubtless 
make a very successful movie. But 
it is no more a play to judge the 
theater by than a movie taken by a 
Yonkers Babbitt of his child eating 
horse-radish is a movie to judge the 
movies by. There are not many 
plays, even on Broadway, so ineffably 
godawful as “The Half-Caste,” but 
there are very few movies, on Broad- 
way or anywhere else, that are even 
as good as “The Half-Caste.” In 
point of fact, the latter is not a play 
at all, but, unless I am greatly mis- 
taken—and the odds are 200,000 to 1 
that I am not—is simply a movie put 
on first as a play in order to augment 
its screen value with the motion pic- 
ture material buyers and the boobs 
who will subsequently pay out their 
hard-earned money and stand in line 
to see it. 
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by Georpe Jeam Nothan ° 


“The Half-Caste” (National)—Fried in this 
issue. 

“What's the Big Idea?” (Bijou)—The under- 
taker is backing up as I write. 

“Kongo” (Biltmore)—Balderdash. 


“The Chief Thing” (Guild)—Diverting syn- 
thesis of a half dozen plays in which one finds 
everything but the scene in which the hero is 
strapped to a buzz saw. 


“Juno and the Paycock’’ (Mayfair)—An 
Irish comedy-drama with some excellent 
characterizations. 


“The Creaking Chair” (Lyceum)—One of 


| those ridiculously mysterious mystery plays. 


“The Virgin” (Central)— Boob sex-delica 
lessen. 

“The Great God Brown” (Garrick)—A fine 
slay by the best of American dramatists. 
First on your list. 

“The Wisdom Tooth” (Little)—The editor 
of Jupce still insists this is great stuff. The 
editor of Jupce also likes orange juice cock- 
tails. 

“Lulu Belle” (Belasco)—Colorado maduro 
sex. 

“Craig's Wife’ (Morosco)—Recommended 
to all bachelors who contemplate matrimony. 
Money back if not satisfied. 

“Sunny” (New Amsterdam)—The best of 
the season’s dancing shows. 

“The Stranger in the House” (Miller)—Hold 
your impatience until next week. 

“The Great Gatsby” (Ambassador)—Owen 
Davis’ good dramatization of Scott Fitz- 
gerald’s romantic bootlegger. 

“The Shanghai Gesture” (Beck)—Sex among 
the punk sticks. 


“Puppy Love” 
comedy. 

“The Makropoulos Secret” (Hopkins)—A 
Czech piffle-puff. 


“4 Night in Paris” (Century Roof)—Enter- 
taining revue. You may light a stogie. 


(48th St.}—Cheap little 


‘ — | 
“The Cocoanuts” (Lyric) —The Swiss Family 


Marx. 


“Alias the Deacon” (Hudson)—Only two 
letters this week demanding my discharge for 
curtly dismissing it as flapdoodle. Flapdoodle. 

“The Last o Y Mrs. Cheyney” Cen) —te 
Claire, Roland Young and the pearls. 

“The Jazz Singer” (Cort)—“Abie’s Irish 
Rose” with the Irish left out. 

“Young Woodley” (Belmont)—Interesting 
comedy of Spring's Awakening at an English 
boy's school. 

“Laff That Off’ (Wallack’s)—The kind of 
comedy in which the hero is named R. E. 
Morse. 

“Bride of the Lamb” (Greenwich)—See this 
issue. 

“No, No, Nanette” (Globe)—How Anne 
Nichols missed this one is a mystery. 

“(Cradle Snatchers” (Music Box)—A jocose 
evening. 

“The Vagabond King” (Casino)—Good sing- 
ing troupe. 

“The Two Orphans” (Cosmopolitan)—A re- 
vival of the old tearbriu. 

“Schweiger” (Mansfield)—Franz Werfel’s 
weakest. 


“Devils” (Elliott)—Dull stuff. 


“Love "Em and Leave "Em" (Harris)—Some 
funny episodes in the language of the street. 


“Rainbow Rose” 


comedy. 


(Forrest)—Poor musical 
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What we get here is another in the 
apparently endless series of so-called 
South Sea Island plays. These are 
all exactly alike. The hero is a 
young Caucasian engaged to a blonde 
society queen in the States who comes 
to the South Seas, gets stewed on 
native Schnapps and falls for a 
hoochie-coochie girl smeared with 
brown grease-paint whose name is 
Tuana, Aloma, Kawiki or something 
of the sort which, according to the 
Equity actor playing the réle of the 
leader of the Statler Hotel Marimba 
quartet and the native lover of the 
baby, always means “‘little fairy 
flower with the tiger heart.” In the 
present instance, the scene is the 
hero’s yacht lying at anchor in the 
harbor of Savaii, Samoa, and the 
chief comic relief is provided by the 
society queen’s maid who follows 
the customary dress of ladies’ maids 
on yachts by wearing a white chiffon 
cap and apron. 

The leading réle is occupied by an 
actress who calls herself Veronica, 
whether Veronica Rosenberg or 
Veronica Schultzmeyer she vouch- 
safes not. This Mlle. Veronica has 
taken a bath, painted up her body a 
rich russet, wrapped a Japanese 
muffler around her little eyolf and, 
thus accoutered, presents herself to 
us, with many a cute “hell” and 
“damn” and much diaphragm pal- 
pitation, as a tempting tropical 
morsel. By way of luring on the 
Aryan hero and giving the audience a 
lesson in sex appeal she acts like an 
Ann Pennington who had swallowed 
an eel. The hero is Frederic March, 
who seems to be a pretty good 
juvenile, though the play offers his 
talents considerable effective resist- 
ance. The rest of this remarkable 
troupe is in the best Smithfield 
tradition. 

(Continued on page 25) 
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HE Deviv’s Circus” differs 
from all other movie melo- 
dramas, so far as my ob- 
servation goes, in that the villain of 
the piece actually works his evil pur- 
pose on the fair heroine. The hero 
doesn’t arrive, as heroes should—in 
the nick of time—he can’t because 
he’s in jail. And there’s no friendly 
cyclone nor flood nor ice jam nor 
avalanche to pinch hit for him. So 
there’s tragedy, not only moral but 
physical. For the former mistress 
of the villain in a jealous fury throws 
the switch that controls her rival's 
high-swinging trapeze and plunges 
her to the tanbark, a cripple for life. 
I ought to add, though the fact is 
quite irrelevant, that she falls into 
the midst of a group of performing 
lions which with difficulty are 
whipped back into their cages while 
the audience stampedes for the 
exits. 

Except for its spectacularity, this 
is hardly conventional movie mate- 
rial, you'll say. And you're not sur- 





“The Big Parade’ —Establishes a standard. 
*4 Woman of the World’—Pola Negri in a 
‘ me adaptation of “The Tattooed Countess.” 
umbleweeds'’—Bill Hart comes back 
“Lady Windermere’s Fan"—Oscar Wilde 
wouldn t recognize it 
fiss for Cinderella”—Quite worthy of 


Barrie. 


“Bluebeard’s Seven Wives’’- 
at the expense of the movies. 

“Womanhandled” 
on the Wild West 

“Soul Mates” 

“Mannequin” 
Heigho! 

“That Royle Girl” 


Elinor Glyn piffle 
Fanny Hurst's prize story 


| cyclones. 


“Ben-Hur” - - 


“Sea Beast” 


See it for the chariot race 
Jack Barry more in a mutila- 


| tion of “Moby Dick.’ 


“The Black Bird” 


Lon Chaney leads a 
double | life. 


| 


A good laugh 


Richard Dix in a satire | 


Mannequins, crooks, 


“Moana of the South Seas” Charming | 


travelogue 
‘The Grand Duchess and the Waiter”— 
Adolphe Menjou in excellent comedy. 
“Partners Again”—Potash and Perlmutter. 
“Mare Nostrum”—War tragedy from Ibanez. 
“Dancing Mothers” —A feeble sermon. 
“Torrent” —Greta Gerbe gives a finished 
ay = of a sophisticated réle. 
La Bohéme"—Lillian Gish makes a touch- 
ing Mimi. 
“Let's Get Married’—Richard Dix in an 
amusing farce 
“Irene”’—Colleen Moore in farce and 
fashion show. 


“The Care Man”—A libel on truck drivers. | 


fare. 

“First Year”’—Frank Craven's comedy 
marred with slapstick 

“Miss Brewster's Millions’ —Stupid. 

“The Bat’—Exciting mystery drama 


“The Black Pirate’’—Splendid Fairbanks | 


“The Untamed Lady’’—-Gloria Swanson as 


an. ill-tempered woman 
“My Own Pal’ —Tom Mix jumps his horse 
into an open box car. 
“The Barrier’—Arctic melodrama with 
Lionel Barrymore 
“Desert Gold’’—Sappy Western. 
“The New Klondike’—Florida boom farce. 














JUDGING. ‘te MOVIES* 











prised to learn that the picture is a 
product of the Metro-Goldwyn- 
Mayer factory which has been turn- 
ing out most of the less conventional 
pictures. But in this case they have 
simply chosen an uncommon frame- 
work on which to hang the familiar 
Hollywood trappings. 

Mary, in the person of Norma 
Shearer, is an innocent country-come- 
to-town, with a trick dog and a trust- 
ful eye, who is looking for a job in the 
circus. The first acquaintance she 
makes is that of a professional thief 
(Charles Emmett Mack). This hard- 
boiled young man, true to cinema 
traditions, is so impressed with her 
sweet innocence that he straightway 
falls deeply in love with her and 
overnight is transformed from a 
raffish ex-convict into a_ knight 
errant. Still, he is tempted to try 
one last “job” that he may remove 
his girl from the circus and from the 
evil designs of the wicked lion tamer. 
He is caught, of course, and goes to 

(Continued on page 30) 


Trout—Well, I guess the season has opened on me. 
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Unpublished Testimonials > 
Or Why the Ad Men Have to _ 
Write Their Own ~ 
Hooziss’ Hoopla Halters for Hairless a = 
Hatracks a 


f\ 


| USED to suffer so from the Sun 
day comic supplements some- 
times it would be days before I could 
go back to work, and reading them 
didn’t help a bit nor could we see 
our hand in front of my face it was 
so black. But at last one winter I 
was spending my uncle’s vacation 
in a 5, 10, 15, 25, 100, 500, and 1,000- 
cent store when I tripped over one 
of your Hooziss’ Hoopla Halters for 
Hairless Hatracks and right away 
I must of been another fellah. 
To-day I brush my teeth in and 
out instead of up and down like the 
directions say, and already we get 
from two to three miles more on 
every gallon and on clear nights 
we can even hear the Chimes of 
Normandy. So there. 















( \EUNNYBONES~ 


The trouble with prohilitionists is 
water on the brain. 
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\nctilesaitanie $5 for each one printed _/ 





Tony still keeps on with the old hand organ, but finds the business more 
profitable than it used to be. 









IN THE YEAR 2000 
Motoring to Europe on a revolving roadbed. 
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THE SERVICE STATION 
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Sparrow Collars for Speechless 
Conductors 


About ten years from now my 
wife’s cousin and I was traveling at 
high speed through the lower reaches 
of the subway circuit when some- 
thing broke and we all fell into a 
deep silence. By the time we had 
climbed back into the hayloft the 
rainy season had set in and we had 
to live on seal skins and bread fruit 
until the trading vessel called and 
said it’s time to dress for Albany 
and never will I forget the way my 
cousin laughed because the English- 
man had forgot to put a worm on his 
hook and naturally the respectable 
people wouldn’t go near him. 

So anyways I don’t like neither 
your semi-soft, sort-of-soft, or ultra- 
flabby collars, since my wife says 
I don’t look no more like the pic- 
tures than ever. Hoping you are 
the same, etc., etc. 

Richard S. Wallace 












































“What do you think of those Kelly-Springfields, Joe?" 


_ “To tell you the truth, Ed, I don’t think of them at all. They came on the car and they've never been off the roms. 
Tire trouble is one thing I don't have to worry about.” 



































(CHEF "and remem- 
ber, the service of a 
Maillard dinner must be 
in keeping with the quality 
of Maillard food.” 


DINNER 


Table d’Hote A la Carte 


LUNCHEON 
TEA 


CONF ECT IONS 
Mallaid, 
NEW YORK CHICAGO 


Madison Avenue 
at 47th Street 








at Jackson 








Michigan Boulevard 























Buoyant, steady and graceful 


Tuere’s a joyousness—a sense of absolute 
freedom about canoeing that comes with no 
other sport. “What shall we do this sum- 
mer?” is uppermost in the minds of thou- 
sands. Why not let an “Old Town Canoe” 
help answer the question for you? 

You'll be mighty proud of your “Old 
Town.” These canoes are patterned after 
actual Indian models. Graceful, sleek and 
fast, “Old Town Canoes” win the admiration 
of all who see them. Remarkably low in 
price too. $64 up. From dealer or factory. 

The 1926 catalog is beautifully illustrated 
with all models in full colors. Write for 
your free copy today. Orv Town Canoe 
Co., 1615 Fourth St., Old Town, Maine. 


‘Ola Town Canoes” 





a prominent thoroughfare. 


Why We Have Lamb Chops 
in the Parlor Window 
T= front of our house looks like 


a butcher shop. Six loin lamb 
chops are draped in a very attractive 
pattern over the top of the window. 

It happened this way. My wife 
took one of those “‘How to remember” 
courses just before we moved into 
this new place. She asked me to 
please bring home some material for 
the new curtains one morning. I 
told her I never would remember 
what kind and color she wanted and 
she said she’d see that I did. She 
said, “I want green woolen ones for 
winter. All you have to remember 
is this. Think of something green, 
a billiard table, or an immigrant, or 
the two dollars the goods will cost or 
lambs gamboling on the green. 
There, that’s a good thing to think 
of. Think of lambs gamboling on the 
green. 

“Now you've got the lambs gambol- 
ing on the green, think of something 
with wool on it, like a little boy 
scratching himself, or the way pro- 
hibitionists pull the wool over our 
eyes, or lambs. That’s an _ idea. 
We get wou from lambs, except 
some which grows on cotton bushes 
down South and is made into two 
pants suits. Just think of woolly 
little lambs gamboling over the green 
with their wool waving behind them 
and you'll remember to bring me 
two yards of green wool.” 

“But how will I remember how 
much to bring,” I asked. 

“Well,” she thought for a minute, 

“T want twoyards, that’s twenty-four 
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The resourceful bootlegger undertakes to dispense his wares openly on 
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feet. Think of six lambs, each with 
four feet gamboling over the green 
withtheir wool waving behind them.” 

“Where do I get this material?” I 
asked. 

“At that little store next to the 
butcher shop,” my wife replied. ““You 
can remember that by thinking of 
six lambs, each with six feet gambol- 
ing over the green, with their wool 
waving behind them, on the way to 
the butcher shop. Now don’t for- 
get.” 

On the way home all I could 
remember was gamboling and green, 
both of which I'd attended to on the 
train and six lambs on the way to the 
butcher shop. So I stopped and 
told the butcher I wanted six lambs. 
He gave me lamb chops and I took 
them home. 





“Would you die for me?” 

“Not until after May 8. I want to 
see the Saturday Evening Post Num- 
ber of JupGE first. 
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Giving them to my wife, I said, 
“You told me to bring this back 
with me.” 

“Oh, ves,” she said and opened the 
package. “‘Why what are these for?” 


she inquired. “They can’t be for 
dinner, I have pot-roast.”’ 
“Maybe you wanted them for 


something else,” I suggested. ““What 
do you need around the house?” 

“Nothing — but 
answered. 

“Then that’s what I brought them 
I told her. 

“Oh, thank you so much, dear,” 
she said, kissing me. 


curtains,” she 


home for,” 


And so we had supper and spent a 
nice domestic evening hanging the 
living-room lamb chops. Carroll 


Hail, the Conquering Hero! 


‘Two years before he had left the 
little village, a knock-kneed, 
pigeon-toed, round-shouldered, tat- 
tered youth. Wisps of hay had 
peeped shyly from beneath his cap 
as he shuffled to the station. 
Two 
long years had passed and the prodi- 
gal The “boys” 
from Volunteer Hose Company Num- 


Now he was coming home. 


was returning. 
ber 3 and The Village Band were at 
the station. Even the proprietor 
of The Mansion House 
in his frock coat which 
in camphor Ezra 


appeared 
had been 
since Hawkin’s 
funeral. 

Then the rolled in 
tall, stalwart, erect figure in military 
uniform stepped to the platform. 
Six feet of lithe, straight manhood 
Shiny 


cape, 


train and a 


stood before the townspeople. 
buttons, a 
trousers with a red stripe down the 
side, shoulder epaulets and a magnif- 
icent cap with gold insignia com- 
pleted the uniform. 


brass military 


“Welcome home, boy,” rasped 
Mayor Lem Fish, “proud to hev a 
famous General visit us. What 


regiment be ye commandin’?” 
A puzzled look came over the 
“Why, I’m not 


just a mere General, a soldier,” he 


young man’s face. 
said, obviously hurt by the impli- 
cation. “I’m above the Generals—” 

“What be ye, boy?” 
Lem. 


questioned 


The handsome figure drew itself 


erect. “I’m the second balcony 
usher at The New Atheneum Theater, 
New York’s largest movie house, 
seating 5,000 people,” proudly re 
plied the young and resplendent 
personage, executing the same 
snappy salute that he used when 


escorting you to a couple of seats in 
the tenth row, center. 


Hugh Wood 
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As it should be 


SINCE its extra cost, when spread over 
its billions of output, figures to but 
three cents per package of twenty, it 
is quite fair to say that Fatima, in 
between ‘costly’ and ‘popular’ in price, 


is decidedly more popular than costly 


"What a whale of a difference 


just a few cents make’ 


, 





LiGGETT & Myers TosBacco Co 











The Way to a Man’s Heart 
When the fruit salad isn’t all apples, 
When the ice cream’s not served on 
warm plates, 
When in coffee 
dapples, 


the cream never 
When the menu means all that it 
states. 
When the pea soup, than water, is 
thicker, 
When the roast beef tastes good 
as it looks, 
When the service, if any, is quicker, 
Or when kitchens contain better 
cooks; 
Then, darling, my love may go flying 
To another far fairer than you, 
But at present I am not denying 
That despite your weak points, 
you will do. —London Opinion 


Percival—That was the most un- 
kindest cut of all, as the poet says. 
What was that? 


“TI showed her one of my boyhood 


Penelope 


pictures with my father holding me 
on his knee, and she said, ‘My! Who 
is the ventriloquist?’ ”’ 


Youngstown T¢ legram 








CLARK’S FAMOUS 
CRUISES 


JUNE 30 TO NORWAY AND THE WEST- 
ERN MEDITERRANEAN; JANUARY 19 


A. 


ROUND THE WORLI 
MEDITERRANEAN; F 
SOUTH AMERICA A 
ITERRANEAN. PROG 
REASONABLE, INCLUSI 


& JANUARY 29 
SBRUARY 7 TO 
ND THE_ MED- 
RAMS READY. 
VE RATES. 


FRANK C. CLARK, Times Bidg., New York 
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you in three days and I sent a general 
alarm to police headquarters. Oh, 





| ness, you're here,” murmured _ his 
good wife. “I haven't heard from 
| r | 
. 44 LITTLE | I'm so glad that nothing happened 
STUFFAM iS | to you.” 
‘Ses “Give me supper!” shouted Lucius, 
TEMPERANCE “T’m_ starved.” 
ASSOCIATION “T'll have some supper ready in ten 


“ minutes,” answered his wife, darting 
AND into the kitchen. 


BAND “Ten minutes!” bellowed Lucius. 
OF 


we 141i! | It was nearly midnight when he 
j | dashed into his flat. ‘Thank good- 
| ) 














| “Say, what do you think lam? Do 
: } . u 
you think I can afford to waste ten 
} a (/) ‘ one . 
4}! | 4 OPE | minutes waiting for you to make 
| 
| 





supper? What's this home comin’ 
to, anvhow? My time is valuable 
and I’m not goin’ to wait ten minutes 


i>) 





for supper. The very idea! As if 

} | I didn’t have a hundred other things 
’ | in that I could do in ten minutes!” 

~ ; | Lucius was indignant—rather 

righteously so. He stamped out and 

there, on the landing, met Joe Tasch, 

"ll { his bosom friend and fellow reader of 


SW 


























I the sporting pages. “Joe,” said 














/— t t Lucius, “that was a raw decision. 

t - ! Kid Bruiser should have won that 

: ray bout!" 

\Z Y | “He shouldn't!” snapped Joe, 

= 2h angrily. 

Za re **He should have!’ shouted Lucius, 
his voice quivering with rage. 











: Three and a half hours later, 
Lucius ascended the stairs for his 


7 midnight supper, which had been 
{| (———} consumed by the mice in his absence. 
mmc — ; “This is a fine household,” he sar- 


Te m perance Lecturer (from force of habit )—Well—here’s how! castically muttered, getting into bed. 


—Humorist Hugh Wood 


Waits and Pleasures 


SEVENTY-TWO hours before the 
championship bout between 
Young Kid Bruiser’ and Battling 
Dave O'Connor, Lucius Lamb stood 
outside of the boxing stadium. The 
winter blasts chilled him. The frost 
numbed him, but he minded it not. 
Forty-eight hours before the bout, 
Lucius still headed the line. His 
cheeks were bearded and he was 
coughing. In one hand was a hot 
dog and in the other a thermos bottle 
of stale si | itfee, 
Tw enty-four hours before the bout 
: still found Lucius, a trifle thinner and 
paler, standing in line. And then, at 
t six o'clock that night, the gates were 
: thrown open and Lucius dashed high 
up into the unreserved seats, where, 
by dint of pushing, battling and 
shoving, he secured a seat in the third Decorator (showing wall paper with extremely loud pattern)—We 3 
row. Weary, chilled, battered, he sell a lot of this design for maids’ bedrooms. 
sat there, content—blissfully so, a Hubby—Jolly good idea! Gets ’em up without callin’ "em, what? : 
martyr to his love for pugilism. London Opinion i 
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Judging the Shows 
(Continued from page 16) 

Il 
[* “Bride of the Lamb,” William 


Hurlbut gives every evidence of 
having honestly tried to write a 
sound play. This comes as some- 
thing of a surprise, since it has long 
been his practice to wait until some 
one else has written a loud box- 
office-bumper and then to go after a 
little of the easy money with an 
imitation of it. But this time Hurl- 
but has studied the cheap tripe of 
Broadway—such stuff as “The Vir- 
gin,” for example; has critically 
figured out just why it is cheap tripe, 
and out of his figuring has evolved 
something that, in the way of drama, 
comes perilously near being worth- 
while. 

What our friend has done is to con- 
template the themes of the Rialto 
sex-religion plays and, contemplating, 
to strip those themes of their senti- 
mental Sardoodledom and to bring to 
light their erstwhile dramatically 
hidden motivating impulses. And 
what he has accordingly written is a 
play that honestly brings to the stage 
the venerable platitude that at the 
bottom of religious ecstasy one pretty 
generally finds nothing more spiritual 
or divine than unsatisfied sex. This 
platitude Hurlbut has set forth with 
very little hocus-pocus and, for at 
least half the evening, his play proves 
interesting theatrical fare. His skill 
as a dramatist, however, is insufficient 
to carry him the whole distance and, 
as a result, his manuscript periodic- 
ally goes to pieces. Yet the effort, 
as I have said, is a creditable one. 
At its weakest, his play is sounder 
stuff than half the big successes of 
the season. 

Miss Alice Brady gives the best 
performance of her career in the rdéle 
of the woman who mistakes physical 
passion for religious passion. Only 
at one period in the third act does 
she invalidate her performance by 
over-playing. Crane Wilbur is ex- 
cellent as the evangelist and a child 
named Arline Blackburn, as a 
youngster who gets religion before 
she is ready for it, is equally excellent. 
With all its faults, I commend the 
play to every person who left “The 
Virgin” and “Devils” after the first 
act. 

RR ld 


A Belgian, accused of going 
through a marriage ceremony with 
ten women in less than a year, de- 
clares that he has no recollection of 
doing so. Which just shows the 
folly of not keeping a diary. 
Humorist 
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it From its special- 
“2. VEX ° | ly treated nain- J 
Union Suit - sook, woven in 
(Patented Features our own mills, 
Men’s $1.50 to the last detail 
en’s $1. arin 
of its scientific 
the suit OR the matchless construction, 
Youths’ 85c comfort, fit and “B.V.D.” is an 
wear, that have given underwear with 
‘“ ” . differences that 
“B.V.D.” B.V. D.”a generation count. They give 
Shirts and of world-leading pop- “B.V.D.” aqual- 
. 4 ° a ity as unique as 
Drawers Ge ularity the fame of its 
the garment trade-mark. 





Be sure toSEE it’s “B.V.D.” 


It always bears 
this 
red-woven label—-> 





“Joan's going to have another ins 
“Really? What's she got?” 
“Money.” —Humorist. 











MADE FOR THE 
TheB.V.D.Co. yInc. N.Y. 


Sole Makers 


“B.V. D.” Underwe 
BEST RETAIL TRADE nderwear 
ede Mark oj US. Pal, OfF and Eorriip Comntree © 1926 The B.V.D. Co. tne. 
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Merry Steps Out 


N the twelve o'clock sunshine of Broadway 
a youth with sleek black hair approached 
Merry, hat in hand. 


“I beg your pardon .. . I'd like to have a 
talk with you. Think you could stand a 
luncheon date with me without calling a cop? 
Perhaps I'd better tell you who I am.”’ 


The name he gave was a well-known one. 
Merry instantly recognized it and knew where 
she had seen him before. He had danced at 
a famous night club which the Federa! agents 
had recently padlocked. 


“I'm looking for a new dancing partner,’ 
said the sleek-haired one. “I want a classy 
girl with a lot of flash who doesn’t look as if 
she'd been dragged up down in the dear old 
slums. You have the looks, and the minute 
I took a slant at you I began to figure you 
were it. What do you say? How would you 
like to team up with me? I'll make you more 
popular along Broadway than Peggy Hopkins 
and Marilyn Miller put together. Want to 
take a chance?” 


’ 


+ 4 4 s 


Could any stage-struck flapper resist a 
proposition like that? But if you think 
stepping out on Broadway o' nights 
doesn't lead to exciting complications in 
the life of a younger generation déhu- 
tante, begin C. S. Montanye's ** Merry 
Steps Out,” a story of life back stage, in 
the current number of SNapry STORIES 
Now on all newsstands—20 cents. 




















Wine jelly when flavored with Abbott's Bit- 

ters is made more a ty and healthful. 

Sample Bitters by mail 25 cts. in stamps. 
Cc. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 
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poet etioredens beekd by 
a few applications of 
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Heza Mann—I’m tired of playing 
checkers. 

Wuoza Mann—Sort of checker 
bored, eh? —Notre Dame JUGGLER 


The Biologist to His Love 


O sweet agglomeration of cells 

In whom a summary beauty dwells, 
O rarer much are you to me 

Than globule animalculae! 


Come, come, be mine, and we will 
tread 
Where tortuous fungi never spread. 
Then will the fever of our bliss 
Destroy bacilli in our kiss. 
—S. California Wampus 


Rd 


A—Ods bodikins, Sebastian, and 
cans’t tell me what meaneth “be- 
head”’? 

Men—’SBlood, Ferdinand, and 
doth it not signify “to cut off the 
head’”’? 

“Yea, verily, Sebby, but then what 
meaneth ‘defeat?’ ” 

—Wesleyan Wasp 


Eat 


“What's Greek for boiled water?” 
“Soup.” —Wisconsin Octopus 


A Timely Tale 


The clock maker is an amiable chap; 

He’s badly mistreated, but cares not 
a rap 

For he never gets any additional pay, 

Though he works overtime in his 
shop every day. 


C.C. N.Y. Mercury 
sae 


Prof—If coal is $10 a ton, how 
many tons would I get for $50? 
Stude—Four tons. 
“That’s wrong.” 
“T know it, but they get by with 
it just the same.” 
Oklahoma Whirlwind 


sae 


The Persians are a rugged people. 
Notre Dame Juggler 





** Did you shoot much on that hunting 
trip you had?” 

“No, but I won about $200 on the 
way home.” —Ya.e Recorp 
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{ social uplifter 
—Penn Puncu Bown 
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Tee—I hear there is another up- 
rising in Mexico. 
Hee—How revolting! 
—Bucknell Belle Hop 


hhh 


Dal ad 


Tough—How’d ya git dat swell 
bump on your bean? 

Tougher—Tell you about it, Foggy. 
I was standing on de bridge last 
night when Jack comes by, wid his 
queen. I tries to get her diamond, 
and he trumped me wid a club. 

Dartmouth Jack o’ Lantern 


Rated 


““May came home the other night 
with Jack’s muffler wrapped around 
her.” 

“Was it that cold?” 

“No, they had a wreck.” 

-Texas Ranger 


FASS 


Rastus—Ain’t dat mule eber kicked 
yuh? 

Sambo—Naw, chile, not yit; but 
he frequently kicks at de place whar 
Ah recently wuz. 


—Johns Hopkins Black and Blue Jay 
Pas 


Dumb—I was alarmed this morn- 
ing. 

Numb—When? 

“Oh, 


about seven-thirty.” 
—Notre Dame Juggler 





“Just like a woman.” 


—CincinnaTi Crnic 














Our 
Headache 


“SOO Corner 


Edited exclusively 
2 for those who are 

\ occasionally afflict- 

, ed with headaches. 
They are our best 


: people, the ones 
Edited by with the superiority 
HENRY HEADACHE complex. 


Ladies and gentlemen of the invisi- 


ble audience, how did you feel after 
that last headache? 

* > 
Did you get rid of it by using a 


remedy that left you wondering 
whether life was worth living and 
all that? 

Then read this wire just received 
from Wilbur Erpf of Connecticut: 
DEAR HENRY HEADACHE 
STOP I TOOK YOUR AD- 
VICE STOP I HAVE CUT 
OUT DRUGGING MY HEAD- 
ACHES STOP TELL YOUR 


READERS TO STOP DOING 
SO AND STOP AT THE 
DRUGSTORE AND __ GET 
SOME KOHLER-ANTIDOTE 
TO STOP HEADACHES 
PLEASANTLY STOP. 


* * * 


making 
s the right idea. 


Wilbur is evidently a local, 
all stops. But he hz 
* * * 

Because he knows how to relieve a 
headache without unpleasant after- 

effects. 















—in the roughest waters. This ap- 
palling nausea is unnecessary suf- 
fering. Mothersill’s prevents Travel 
Sickness on your journeys by Sea, 
Train, Auto, Car or Air, 31 

75c. & $1.50 at Drug Stores or direct 

The Mothersill Remedy Co., Ltd. 
New York Montreal 























ANNOUNCEMENT 


JUDGE JR. now takes 
the air at 7.30 P.M. 
Have you heard him? 
He's making a big hit. 


7.30 P.M. on WJZ 
EVERY THURSDAY 
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JUDGE The World's Wittiest Weekly,” con- 
tains the best work of the leading artists and 
humorists 


| U 
You will enjoy every issue of JUDGE for it 


will bring you more rea! humor, more clever 
pictures, more funny fancies than any other 


weekly 


| J 








Don't delay' Send in your subscription now 
JUDGE will develop your sense of humor 
and help you enjoy “Life, Liberty and the 
Pursuit of Happiness 


| | 
| G 
| Get in on this specis al offer of 21 weeks of 


JUDGE for only $2.00. Never before did 
you get so much for so little money 


E 


Enclose $2.00 in an envelope with the coupon 
below and mail to-day 


JUDGE— 
627 West 43d Street, New York 
Here is $2.00. Send JUDGE for 21 weeks 


| 
Name 


City State 























. Sign on the dotied line . 


NOTICE TO JUDGE CONTRIBUTORS 


ENCLOSE no return postage when you submit 


Funnybones, Epilaughs or Lizzie Labels to JUDGE. 
And have no fear of rejection slips 


Because those contributions that are 
not accepted will be promptly and 
neatly filed in the waste basket. 

The hundreds of Funnybones, Epilaughs and 
Lizsie Labels received daily have forced this drastic 
policy upon us. 

But for prompt attention, address manuscripts 
in separate envelopes, to the following departments: 
Manuscripts—Literary Editor of Jupce, 
Funnybones—Funnybone Editor of JupGe, 
Epilaughs—Epilaugh Editor of Jupcr, 
Crossword Puzzales—Crossword Puzzle 

JupGe, 

Lissie Labels—Lizzie Label Editor of JupGe. 
627 WEST 43d STREET 
NEW YORK CITY 


Editor of 









We give 3 free lessons with each eauhiwanens 
They start you. Teach yourself. It's great fua\ 
you learn so quickly. Even 
though you have felled with some other instru- 
ment, you can learn the Buescher Saxophone. 
And it will make you the most popular person 
in your set. 6 days’ free trial in your own home, 
any instrument. No obligations. Easy terms if 
decide to buy. Send now for beautiful free 
iterature. A postal brings liberal proposition. 
Address: 


Buescher Band Instrument Co. ‘ 
1463 Buescher Block Elkbart, Indians 





LETTER-LAUGHS! 
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“No Foolin’!’’ 


Submitted by George E. Spohn, 120 North Eighth street, Reading, Pa. 


Judge will pay $25 for 
EACH ONE PRINTED © "JA 


yet’ N 
How to make Letter-Laughs ¥ % 
Oo nie 

Cut out letters, or words, from any printed U a . 
text matter, and paste them on a sheet of bs 
stiff white paper so that they will make a T 
picture. zw 

Each LETTER-LAUGH Picture must 


have a Caption and must be FUNNY! 


Send your 


EDITOR of JuvGce, 627 West 


LETTER-LAUGHS 
,3d Street, New York 


ToPic OF THE DAY 


Submitted hy Misa Ethel Dawson, 
342 W. Ostrander avenue, Syracuse, 
Me Fa 


to the LETTER-LAUGH 


City, and 


enclose postage if you wish them returned. 














Why Are Funny Inventions 
Funny? 
(Continued from page 15) 


modern plumbing and the amuse- 
ment devices at Coney Island. 

So Rube Goldberg and Al Fruch 
and Joe Cook and other comic in- 
ventors have us at their mercy. Their 
“market” is all receptive. And here 
lies the explanation of the abundance 
of humorous art and humorous writ- 
ing on the subject of new and absurd 
schemes, systems or apparatus. 
Mechanics are our universal woe and, 
therefore, our universal amusement. 

It is to be wondered whether or not 


a perfect world would be any fun, 


after all. On the planet pictured by 
H. G. Wells, in “Men Like Gods,” 
everything runs ideally, but nobody 
in the whole place seems to be having 
much fun. There is not much 
laughter there. Everybody is dead 
It reminds us somewhat of 
California, where everything includ- 
ing the climate is so well organized 
that the Casifornian’s lack of a sense 
of humor is almost legend. 

With a slight turn of the egg, Rube 
Goldberg might have been Mr. 
Edison. No doubt the chief charac- 
teristic of a great inventor is a sense 
of the ludicrous, and a sense of play. 
Nobody but a born comedian would 
have attempted some of the things 
Mr. Edison has accomplished. 


serious. 
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JUDGE FOR YOURSELF 





A Reader Unafraid 


To the Editors of Ivvar 
I'm an American citizen, living in a border town 
I'm thirty-three years old, and I have never be- 
nged to any church or political party. I do not 
hew, smoke, or drink, and I'm not afraid of going 
hell because I'm a reader of Jepar I think a 
ng beauty with bobbed hair in a one-piece 
hing suit is beautiful 
| began reading JepGr somewhere between the 
ge of eight and ten, and I'm describing it from 
nbiased standpoint. I get more kick out of 
than I do the Hearst paper that’s placed on 
loor-step every morning 
If we had light wines and beer | might quaff a 
glass occasionally, although | know that I'd be 
assed as a moral turp among my _ blue-nose 


friends 

They holler about Tia Juana and the border 
towns being rotten They're right. But Prohibi- 
on made ‘em what they are to-day. Before 
Prohibition Nuevo Laredo, Mex., couldn't support 
two saloons, now they have 200 

If Prohibition is a success, my mother-in-law 
s my uncle, 

Hurrah! for the World's Wettest Weekly 
Laredo, Tex J H. McKint / 
March 11, 1926. 


A Young Nation 


To the Editor 

Dear Sir: I am not a Methodist and would 
just as soon not be; lam a Roman Catholic, and 
lso would just as soon not be. However, I want 
to congratulate your paper on doing more to 
reform this country than the combined forces of 
the W. C. T. U. and the tabloid newspapers 
When people read Jcpar, and see the childish 
editorials which your staff from time to time most 
grievously does commit, they immediately think 
that the things for which you stand must also be 
childish. 

However, sir, do you think that babies should 
be allowed to put everything in their mouths that 
strikes their fancy; do you think that young 
children should be allowed to see and hear things 
which they do not and should not understand, 
and which would prove injurious to their characters? 
Why, then, do you think that a nation in its in 
tellectual babyhood should be allowed to eat, 
drink, read, and see things which it is too young 
to use properly? As there is but one reasonable 
answer to these questions I must close beseeching 
you to grow up, for the love of God! 

Most sincerely yours, 
Princeton, N. J. oseph Guiche 
March 17, 1926. 
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“Here, you can’t hit a man with 
glasses!” 


—— 





SAY “BAYER ASPIRIN” and INSIST! 


Proved safe by millions and prescribed by physicians for 


Headache 
Pain 


Neuralgia 
Toothache 


Colds 
Neuritis 


Lumbago 
Rheumatism 


Accept only “Bayer” package 
which contains proven directions. 
Handy “Bayer” boxes of 12 tablets 
Also bottles of 24 and 100—Druggists. 





Aspirin is the trade mark of Bayer Manufacture of Monoaceticacidester of Salicylicacid 
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Drink Hearty! 
Jvpce: 

Gentlemen: Just a line to let you know I have 
been a Jupce enthusiast for several years and can 
appreciate your magazine more than ever in this 
part of the Pacific—when it arrives. 

Enjoy the articles by W. M. H. and his view- 
point on Prohibition—“as she is” in our great 
U.S. A. to-day. We have one advantage out here 

that we are able to purchase the old “pre-Pro” 
without censure from the local puritans. 

Continued success to Jupar 

Sincerely, 
R. Mc Nally, 


Manila, P. I. Radioman 2nd, U.S. N. 


What a Little Kindness Will Do! 


Dear Mr. Wittiest Weekly: I nearly wagged 
myself in two when I received from you to-day 
the sweet letter stating that I was “breaking your 
heart’ by my neglect in not renewing my sub- 
scription to JupGE 

As a Tennesse an. IT am so used to being called 
“vokel,” “heathen,” “imbecile,” etc., that when 
you hurled such ende aring terms at me as “old 
pal” and “dear friend,” I burst into tears and 
re ached for my checkbook. 

May God bless you for them kind words, 

Your old pal, 
Signed) A. M. Carothers 
Chattanooga, Tenn. 
March 22, 1926. 


Not the Man 


Jupae: 

Gentlemen: I have been notified by a few of 
an article published in a recent Jcpa@e signed with 
my name 

Some one here surely likes to use my name 
in the expression of his ideas, and wish to say 
I never wrote this, neither am I a Klansman, 
nor have I ever attended a Klan meeting. 

Please publish this in your next Jupae. 
Canaseraga, N. Y. D. Barter 
March 15, 1926. 

(Eo. Norge: Our Klan friends, unable to get their 
anonymous letters published, are evidently resort- 
ing now to signatures which are verifiable but not 
their own. We beg Mr. Baxter’s pardon.) 
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“Il FORGET—” 


| To be unable to recall in 
to be forced to the admission, 
| as incapable and unreliable 


portant circumstances, 
I forget,” brands one 


j 


No longer need the ambitious man or woman 
admit of an unreliable memory, for a simple, prac- 
tical and effective methed of memory training is 
now available - 


POW 


and 


ORCE 


BY 


William Clarke 
az ~~ t d ag 'r on “f : ~ ve ay 


England 


Presents in easily understood English the secret 
of the master key ' with special chapters 


m “Memory in Busi 
and Faces” and Me 
well as many other inter 


Remembering Names 
Defects Rer medied” as 
sting and enlightening facts. 
Bound in 16 handy pocket sized booklets, pro- 


fusely illustrated, our present limited edition 
will be sold at the remarkably low price of 





$1.00 per set 


BRUNSWICK 
SUBSCRIPTION CO. 


_| 627 West 43d Street New York 
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She wasn’t over twenty, but she knew her 


little book, 


And her manner was so innocently frank, 
That when she wanted something, she'd as- 


sume a certain look, 
And, really, he’d have gone and robbed 
a bank. 


From 


SATIRE& SONG 


MAURICE SWITZER 


A business man with a keen but 
kindly sense of humor, who has 

ut into verse some of his many 
mpressions of human nature. 


Privately printed in a limited edition, of 
which we have a few copies, which we want to 
distribute among those who have an apprecia- 
tion of the sort of easy-reading verse which 
burns a hole in the memory. 

This volume is uniquely illustrated in color 
and attractively bound in an Art Binding. 


Size 614 x 84 inches 
Our supply is limited but we will gladly 


send your copy, postpaid, to any address, 
upon receipt of 


One Dollar 


BRUNSWICK 
SUBSCRIPTION CO. 


627 WEST 43d STREET, NEW YORK 
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You Sieep Possession 


RESHAPE YOUR NOSE 
If your nose is ing or ill-shapen from 
any cause, it may speedily, painlessly cor- 
rected by the use of the ly recom d 
ANITA NOSE ADJUSTER 
PRICE 
eRICE $§ Postraiw 
Shapes while yousleep,in privacy, 
ly. No metalto harm you. 
y adjusted to fit perfectly. 
a LiaLialis Send rements A 


. order = 
pA kg OS 


The ANITA Co 
ANITA Bidg. Dept.489 Newark, N.J. — 
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Applause Card 


For the Funniest Contri- 
bution of 1926 
Dear JupDGE: 
I think the picture in this issue 


Ee ee ny a 


And the Text in this issue 
ER PR tar eee eee 


ae ne ee ee ae 
Should be entered in the Contest for 
the Funniest Contribution of 1926. 


NRE tay et oa ee 


ee ee ee 
(Week of April 24) 
At the end of the year, the artist and the writer 


whose contribution receives the largest number of votes, 
will each receive a $500 Prize. Vote Your Favorite! 
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Waiter (to hotel manager)—I think it’s about time you spoke to him, 
sir. He’s just put a pancake under his chin, and is eating his serviette. 


Judging the Movies 
(Continued from page 18) 


jail and the tragedy I have outlined 
occurs. 

Along comes the war, and four 
years later the dénouement. Mary 
and her lover find each other. She 
explains her betrayal, and he goes look- 
ing for vengeance. He finds the lion 
tamer a blind beggar, and Yonna, the 
lady who threw the switch, a street 
walker—and he believes in God. 


[* the little kingdom of Transyl- 

vania, somewhere in the Balkans, 
there was helltopay, as the old saying 
goes. Vorski, the tyrant, had led a 
palace revolution against the legiti- 
mate queen and she had fled in her 
coach, which was later found empty 
in the river. The peasants were 
clamoring for bread while the usurper 
sneered at them from behind the 
leaded panes of the palace windows 
and wasted their substance on cham- 
pagne suppers. 

Over here, meanwhile, Olga Kriga 
cooked dinners and scrubbed floors 
for a slatternly landlady. She was 
beautiful, was Olga, as beautiful as 
only Pola Negri can be even in home- 
spun, and she resembled the van- 
ished queen of Transylvania to the 
very pencil on her eyebrows. So 
much so that Karl, the queen’s old 
bodyguard, got down on his knees 
when he happened across her, and 
Count Mirko, the queen’s old minis- 
ter, conceived the idea of taking her 
back with him to Transylvania, pass- 
ing her off on the peasantsas their miss- 
ing queen, and shaking down Vorski 
for the price of her disappearance. 

Of course, Mirko reckoned without 


—Gaiety, 


his Hollywood. Olga, or Pola, puts 
the queen business over so hard that 
not even he, in the person of Noah 
Beery, can call her off. There is only 
one who can and that (you have 
guessed it!) is John Knight (Robert 
Ames), her 100 per cent. American 
feller. He does, but not until she 
has ousted Vorski and tamed Mirko 
and restored prosperity to her realm 
—a matter of a few months. 

“The Crown of Lies” is a splendid 
example of the silly cinema piffle on 
which the talents of a good actress 
can be wasted. 


TT acting of Otto Mattieson, as 

Hans Kroon, a half-wit, is the one 
thing that prevents “Bride of the 
Storm,” with Dolores Costello, from 
being just another movie. His per- 
formance is beautifully restrained 
and convincing during all but the 
climax of the melodrama when he has 
to chop the props from under the 
burning lighthouse. But in this the 
story, not he, is at fault. “Bride of 
the Storm” employs most of the old 
standbys, including a United States 
Naval hero and a parcel of clownish 
gobs. I doubt if they faithfully 
represent our first line of defense even 
under Secretary Wilbur. 

RR Rd 


There are now over 69,000 insured 
persons in Croydon. Some complain 
that motorists deliberately drive 
round them. —London Opinion 

ad 

First Humorist—Do you read your 
jokes to your wife? 

Second Humorist—Yes, and when 
she doesn’t laugh I know it’s a good 
joke. —Kasper (Stockholm) 




















Winner of Draw Your Own Conelusions 
Contest No. 35 
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A. J. Pepping, 6 Wegman Court, Jersey City, N. J. 


Runners Up 
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Franklin W. Vaughan, Jackson, Jean Schwartz, Chicago, Ill. Fred W. Myers, Bryn na r, Pa, 
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Roy Teman, Los Angeles, Cal. Joe L. Carney, New York City. Herbert Heyel, Port Chester, N. Y. 
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25Great Records 


Yes, actually 50 selections on any 23 records you choose from 
long list below. Entertainment for months and years to come. 
On 10 Days’ Trial 
All records in standard 10-inch size with music on both sides, 
exactly like 75c records. Guaranteed to be RECORDED BY 
GREY GULL, your best assurance that only the finest singers 
nd orchestras are employed. They play on any phonograph. 
Place cross marks in front of any 25 records you want, tear out 
and mail to us with your name and address, and deposit of $1 
only. When postman brings records, pay him additional deposit 
of only 50c, plus postage. If you find records in any way inferior 
to 75¢ records, return them any time within ten days and your 
deposits and postage costs will at once be refunded. If you de 
cide to keep records, then pay $2 a month for 3 months until 
you have paid a total of only $7.50 for all 25 records, or only 
30¢ per record. Act quickly before this offer ends. 


POPULAR SONGS POPULAR DANCES (Cont.) 
Prisoner’ . Song Then I'll Be Happy 
OSweet and Low 407 79 Ow hat Name is Sweeter 1316 


(lust A Cottage Small ay That Certain Party 
Sun Goes Down 2236 a Running Round 1314 
oO Always (by Irving Berlin) oO} Never Knew 
I'm In Love 2233 After All 315 
Oo That Certain Party Chante Back To Chistn 
Mountains Meet 2215 “~I'm Wild 
on For the Buggy Ride ion, Waltz 
Can't Teli the Mothers 2234 ~Hawaiian Patrol... . 8016 
op! Don't Want the World oem a Little Bit 
Day You Went Away .. 2240“Who's Your Sweetie .. 1323 
(Sleepy, Time Gal 0. Boy What a Girl 
vin’ You 2219 “Lovable Ladies . 1305 
pFive Foot Two, Eyes of Blue oA Little Bit of Jazz 
Gonna Be Big Help 2218 “Mexican Twist .» 8004 
PpRoll, ‘Em Girls 


Don't Mean Maybe .. 2213 COMEDY 
CBrown Eyes vay Ave Yoo Bier Flanagan in a ee 
Shirley 2206 (Monol 


[Show “Me the Way Micaes Go — Flanagan's Married Life 4004 
- From Tipperary 2209 rShe Gave Them All to Me 
ay es, Sir, That's My Baby Tuning Inon the Radio (Radio 
I Wonder if YouEver 2196 Novelty) . 4083 
pitt Me Call You ae Flanagan on a Trolley Car 
Mary Brown 92 [Button B Buster, the ae | 


Come Back to Gaiitornia ” 
[tet s Go Roaming in the U . Seah at the eT 
Gloaming 8013 |_|The Country Doctor and the 
Pa! of My Cradle Days Patient (Monologues) 4072 
My — oe Pal ‘ 2190 STANDARD SONGS 
Dyce je Smiling Moon. | Tell Mother I'll Be There 


Where Is iy Westen oe Boy 
Standard lnstrumnentil Toni 


Listen to the Mocking Bird [Floyd ins’ Fate 
Osong Bird (Whistlingy 4061 ops Babe 4006 


oO Arkansas Traveler (Violin) Sn Baby ilvery Moon a 


Turkey in the Straw 4068 

oO Maile (Banjo Solos) (1 Maggie hen You Yocend 1 wane You iin 
, ley of Southern Airs 4025 

ot meneame > “My Old if Kentucky Home 4011 


Souvenir (Violin Solos) 4015 Love's Old Sweet 
Estudiantina Waltz (Orch.) Dy In ry Me Bock Oui 4031 

Blue Danube Waltz... 4040 []Carm Mc Back toOld Virgina 
(sitty-Ninth Regiment March Ko lee Pa 

National Emblem March4041 Oe at me Ba avourneen 


PAmerican Republic March ~ to Erin . .. 4012 
Ss 7 
= Sp ” oleh Bevaias( (ILove You) 4053 
Sitting On Top of the World HAWAIIAN GUITARS 
Sadie Salome 1320 ols Paloma 
Say It Again (I Don't Believe ~Kawaihan . 4055 
it But) (Mahina } Malamalama 
Spaghetti. .. . 1337 conte Sh . 4008 
PpPrisoner’ s Song, W altz pyAloh a Oc 
Beyond the Blue 1339 Ramnbeanhe March .. 4007 
of piers, \ wa ante ig Berlin) ) My Old Kentucky Home 
. . 1331 4OSoleMio .. .. .. . . 4023 
Place cross mark in squares opposite 25 records you want 
tear out and mail today. Or send postcard or letter 


GLOBE RECORD CO., °"iie"eseton, Mase 
BOW LEGS? 


ur Garter (pat’d) 


Makes “Trousers Hang Straight 


If Legs Rend In or Out 
f Adjustable 

It Holds Sox U p—Shirt Down 

Nota form” or “Harness” 

No Metal Springs 

Free Booklet—Plain § ealed Envelopc 

E T. GARTER CO. 
Dept. 32 NEW LONDON, NEW HAMPF. 


GOz= Days FREE Triat 
Rangers direct from our factory express 
prepaid. Rove Feto8t6. Many models. Easy 


ou its—only $5 a month. Write 4 
or bicycle ex and marvelous 


Co., Dept. L-174 “CHICAGO 


























ART PRINT 
Prices Reduced 


Before 
Inventory 





“THE BUSYBODY" 
By Sam Brown 
\ tantalizing and appealing picture that is a 
wonderful delineation of virile living motion. Our 
reproduction in all the vivid coloring of the painting 
is from the engravers original plates Printed n 
heavy Art Mat, size 844 x 1144 inches 
Carefully packed and sent 
postpaid upon receipt of 
Only 50 cents 


Formerly priced at $1.00 





“TEE FOR TWO" 
By RaymMonp THAYER 


An attractive “twosome” that has no need of 
caddies Also a new Art Print, printed on extra 
heavy Art Mat, size 11 x 14 inches, in four colors, 
from the original plates 


Prints will be carefully packed and 
sent postpaid upon receipt of 


Only 50 cents 
Formerly priced at $1.00 


OTHER REDUCTIONS 


“The Sea Hawk" Was $1.00 now 50 cents 


“Have a Look at Venus" * 43.09 

“Hasn't Scratched Yet"’ ~~ 2345 

“Circus Davs"' “ 1.00 

“Some Kidd" * 1.00 ‘ ‘ 
“Saturday Night"’ ’ 50 now 35 cents 


*Sea-Saw"’ 
“The Old Army Game"’ 
“The Curse of Drink"’ =» 


JUDGE 


ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 
627 West 43d Street New York 


50 cents 











Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 72 
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Submitted by Mre. J. E. Zahn, Denver, Colo. IcpaeE pays $25 for each one printed. 


Horizontal 


. What arguing with a wife is. 
. This kind of a car makes walking a necessity. 
1. Aspeak-easy. (Careful now!) 
2. Implore. 
3. A loosely woven bunting like fabric. 
4. A kind of summer pie. (Summer pies and 
summer not 

16. An ancient exclamation. 

19. Quench, 

20. Soil. 

22. This makes all the stops. 

24. An English donkey. 

25. A close friend of the A. E. F. 

26. French admission. 

28. A cat that earns its board and room. 

29. A bird of a time 

30. This always comes after a hard night. 

$1. Reason. 

34. This means “to make negative.” 

37. What nearly all hermits want to be. 

38. It is (contr.). 

40. When married men start stepping out 
there's usually this fellow to pay. 

41. Mob. 

42. Something live wires have. 

44. This was started in the Garden of Eden. 

45. Something all clinging vines need for their 
support 

47. Fishing 

48. A mouth, or an opening, or an open mouth. 

49. A fellow who gets around a lot. 

50. Present style in bathing suits. 

51. In dental offices these are not what they're 
cracked up to be. 


1 
6 
1 
l 
l 
1 


Vertical 
1. Instrument of torture. (The second letter 


2. What dentists do when they have it out with 
a patient. 

3. A water jug. 

4. Persian potentates. 

5. A Greco-Fgyptian vase shaped like a bucket. 

6. Generally speaking, this is what a woman 
generally does. 

7. The busiest part of a taxi. 
way you spell it.) 

8. A camel jockey. 

9. Extremely wicked, enot mous. 

10. A rider of nightmares. 

15. Low down, sometimes the bottom. 

17. Venetian taxicab. 

18. One dearly beloved. (Before marriage.) 


Be careful which 


20. A loafing lounge lizard. 

21. Surgically clean. 

23. Something poker players seldom do when 
they should. 

25. Mooed. 

27. Before. 

28. What a Swedish boy grows up to be. 

$1. A great man, or a person with plenty of 
shekels. 

3%. This comes after this afternoon. (Two 
words. ) 

33. This kind of a woman is one who has no 
place to go. 

35. Cupidity. (Nothing to do with Cupid.) 

36. Lucky numbers. (Ask the man who rolls 
one.) 

38. Asharp weapon. (Feminine.) 

39. Walked pompously, like a head waiter or 
bootlegger. 

42. Poison. 

43. A vamp of the H,O 

45. Good place for a blow-out. 

46. In Italy this will buy nineteen cents’ worth 

of bananas. 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
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DRAW YOUR OWN CONCLUSIONS! 


JUDGE will pay $25 for the funniest ending to this Comic Strip 


You do not have to be an artist The winning ending will be selected to the D. Y. O. C. Editor of JupGr, 627 West 43d Street, New 
for its originality of idea, humor, and cleverness in drawing York, N. Y 

Professional artists are barred. Draw your ending, in ink, on Send as many “endings” as you wish, but none will be returned 
white paper, the same size as Space No. 4; or if you prefer, make Contest closes May 3 Winning ending appears in the 
your sketch right on No. 4 space, cut it out (No. 4 only) and mail — issue of May 22 
























































Toasting brings out the hidden 
flavor of the worlds finest tobaccos. 
Acombination millions cant resist. 


LUCKY STRIKE 


“IT’S TOASTED” 


PRESS OF WILLIAM GREEN, NEw YORK 





